THE          DUMP          AT          B   E   T   IT   U   X    E

the night air with the clang of a steam-hammer. Loud
enough to be heard by any Germans on the other side
of the canal. He knew this was simply a freak of his
imagination. But it kept him all the time in a stew
of apprehension that he found a bit trying. As he
couldn't alter matters he walked back down the
road towards the estaminet to remove himself from
earshot.

At the estaminet he poked his head through the
empty window frame.

" Seen anything, bombardier ? " he asked.

" No, sir.    Heard nothing neither."

" Good.   Keep your eyes peeled."

Once more he crept round the black, deserted
streets near the canal bank, still fancying he could
hear the row they were kicking up at the dump, and
half expecting every moment to run into an enemy
patrol. But the streets remained as dead and silent
as before. He returned to the dump. The shadowy
figures of the men, laden with the shell-boxes each
weighing over a hundred pounds, lumbered to and
from between the shed and the lorries. Sergeant
Lambert stood by to see they were not overloaded.
Two and a half layers of boxes on the bottom of each
vehicle was about the maximum.

" What progress, sergeant ? " inquired the R.A.S.C.
officer.

" Three lorries loaded, sir."

" That all ? It's too damn slow," exclaimed
Paterson impatiently. "At that rate we'll be here
till daybreak. For God's sake, hurry the men up.
Every minute matters. So far we've been lucky.
But it can't last for ever."

" Shall I send the vehicles off one by one ? " sug-
gested the sergeant.

" No.   They might be caught by a small party on

155